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Summary: Sirius B is a curious star when the human world is involved. 
Its interference in Sirius and Remus' lives leads to a chance meeting 
and a whole lot of drama that even the star did not foresee. 


1. Not really a dream 

**A/N: **This was written for the rsgames 2015. The theme was all 
about stars, space, astronomy, and whatever falls within space and 
stars. I've taken lots of liberties with the fantasy theme, like a 
lot! I used an online calculator and it seems that 'The Capella star' 
is just one of the possible star under which Remus may have been 
born. A boatload of thanks to my beta LuminousGloom for not just the 
wonderful SpaG check and Britpicking but also for cheering me on! 
You're the best! 

><strong>Rat ing : <strong>NC-17 

><strong>Warnings : <strong>Slight angst, canonical death, frottage, 
slight hint of bondage. 

><strong>Genres : <strong>Fluf f , friendship, angst, romance 

><strong>Prompt : <strong> "We are all in the gutter, but some of us 
are looking at the stars." - from _Lady Windermere's Fan_ by Oscar 
Wilde 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Lone-li-ness . A three syllable word that nudges at his chest, 
seeps into his skin, fills him up from the pit of his stomach before 
it overflows and he chokes on it. It is a horrible feeling that 
pushes his head back against the ground and shrouds him with promises 
of more misery. The dusty clearing he is in is a small haven, little 
ways from his uncle's house. <p> 


Alphard . 



Sirius closes his eyes and relaxes the fist his right hand has made. 
It hasn't always been like this. At one time he had a brother who had 
been alive and breathing, an uncle who had shown him that it was 
alright put himself first, parents who had been proud of him as he 
was and didn't force their unfulfilled expectations of a dead son on 
him. It seems like that was a long, long time ago. 

The lump in his throat hurts as he swallows around the dreadful 
feeling of abandonment and sheer _sadness_ that Alphard's death has 
caused. He _can't cry_, doesn't know how to go back to being his 
usual self if he lets his tears fall with the sound of his anguish 
for the world to hear; it's all he has ever known. But in this 
clearing, this open place that has been his and his alone whenever he 
lived with Alphard, where the city's lights don't reach and the sky 
is vast with glittering stars, Sirius tries hard to be honest to 
himself, but finds himself staving off the cries threatening to tear 
from his lips. He looks up at a blurred night sky to see a lone star 
falling . 

_"Wish upon that star, you two. Come on, now. Alphard used to tell 
him and Regulus when they were too young to know sadness, both of 
their hands held in his warm ones. If he prays hard enough will it 
bring back his uncle? Will it stop him from being so _alone_? 

If things like that happened, eighty percent of the world's 
inhabitants would probably be on cloud nine throughout the year. Even 
as Sirius finds himself smiling sardonically, his chest clenches as 
the star plunges into darkness and he ends up wishing, trying not to 
hope, that someone needs him tonight. 

It's the soft gasp and the scent of all __male_ from above Sirius that 
makes him open his eyes groggilya€"he must have fallen asleepa€"to a 
face looming over him. Sirius blinks rapidly as he stares at the 
shadowed face above his. What in the world? Had this person just 
appeared out of nowhere? If he happens to be some punk looking to mug 
him, he is in for some serious disappointment; he doesn't have 
anything at all anymore. 

"What?" Sirius asks wearily when he has had enough of the young boy 
staring at him, wide-eyed and silent. He has the strangest eyes, hues 
of purples within the brown iris with an otherworldly shine. It must 
be some kind of lens, Sirius thinks vaguely even as he comes to the 
conclusion that he is either dreaming or this person must be a 
figment of his imagination. He really hopes it isn't the 
latter . 

"Why are you crying?" Sirius almost doesn't hear it, the question 
asked so softly that it would have been lost had they not been so 
close . 

"What?" Sirius asks in confusion and his eyes widen when the boy 
touches his fingertips to his cheek. Skin. Touch. The contact is cold 
and slightly clammy but it is the first human touch he has had in 
days, and Sirius involuntarily raises his chin as the boy pulls his 
hand back and turns it to show the wetness glistening on his 
fingertips. No waya€ | 

" Ia€"I ' ma€"huh, " Sirius manages in surprise and averts his face to 
the side. He needs to wake up fast or it will be so very difficult to 



face the lonely reality waiting for him. 

"Is something wrong?" The boy asks and Sirius swallows at the concern 
in the voice; as if the boy cares. If Sirius could put everything 
that is 'wrong' into words they would fill pages and pages so he just 
comes out with the one weighing most heavily upon him at 
present . 

"a€ | alone. I'm just so damn lonely. It's too hard," he whispers 
harshly and bites the inside of his cheeks. It's kind of like how he 
talks to himself on dark nights when the going gets tough and it has 
always helped Sirius cope, it should do the trick now. What he 
doesn't expect is the boy's answering touch on his hand that is 
resting on his chest. 

"Thena€"" he lowers his gaze before looking straight into Sirius' 
eyes, searching as if he wants to know everything going on in Sirius' 
head and he is surprised to see the purple glow from seconds before 
gone, "a€"can I stay with you?" 

_Can I stay with you?_ This boy is asking if he can stay with Sirius, 
as if he needs Sirius? 

If he prays and wishes upon a star hard enough, can he make this 
person real? 

"Yes, " Sirius answers as he brings up his free hand to rest it on the 
boy's cold hand on his chest. 

_Please.__ If this is reala€ | 

The boy's face breaks into the brightest smile Sirius has seen in a 
while. The strange glow is back. 

a€ | let it last . 

"Okay. Take me home with you, Sirius." 

00OO00 

On other days, mornings meant the start of school, the anticipation 
of new pranks to be played on people, rolling eyes at Peter's efforts 
during class and a multitude of things that Sirius actually enjoys. A 
week ago, mornings would have begun with Alphard's affectionate 
admonishments and Sirius pretending to sleep in just for the fun of 
it . 

It takes a few seconds for Sirius to realise that he is still in his 
room in Alphard's flat and risen early out of habit yet again. 

Really, Alphard should have been his dad; he would have grown up to 
be a real good boy. The thought of his unclea€"not waiting for him at 
the breakfast table, reading the day's newspaper, with the last page 
laid on the sofa so Sirius could solve the crossword puzzle after 
breakf asta€"has him tug the spare pillow onto his face, to block out 
the sunlight peeking through the gaps between the curtains. 

The smell of cooking sends Sirius sitting up alertly. What in the 
worlda€" 


A knock sounds at Sirius' door. When it opens, he grabs the lamp from 



the bed-side table and hurls it with as much force as he can. The mop 
of brown that has come into view belongs to a face that he actually 
recognizes. The boy's eyes widen comically and he lets out a shocked 
sound just before the lamp hits him. 

So it hadn't been a dream, after all? 

"Shit!" Sirius curses as his legs get tangled within his sheets. 
"Shit!" he repeats for emphasis and manages to free himself before 
rushing towards the boy who is now sitting on the threshold of his 
room, covering his face with a pained moan. 

"I thought it was a burglar!" Sirius exclaims as he kneels before the 
boy, unsure what to do, as the boy doesn't remove his hands from his 
face. "Oi ! Are you all right? Let me look at that for you." It's the 
least he can do, but the boy pushes away Sirius' hand to reveal a 
heavily bleeding nose. 

"I'b all right. Dob't borry about it," he somehow manages, in that 
same soft voice Sirius remembers from last night ' s 
dreama€ j right . 

"You're an idiot," Sirius replies as he frowns at the guy's 
complacent attitude. His frown deepens when the boy smiles and he is 
surprised to see that he really does have those strange coloured 
eyes. That can wait. 

"I'll get the first aid box, you just wait here." When he returns the 
boy is still sitting on the floor with a confused expression. 

"I thought it was supposed to hurt when this happens," he says and 
Sirius is just as perplexed himself; this boy seems slightly, a 
little bit crazy. He leans closer to the boy's face and pinches the 
bridge of the pale nose which results in a high-pitched exclamation 
from the stranger. 

"Now it hurts, right? What are you still doing here?" Before the boy 
can say anything stupid, Sirius sighs heavily. "Don't talk. Just sit 
downa€"" he points to his rumpled bed, "and don't move." He is 
relieved when the boy follows his simple command with a smile. Sirius 
proceeds to clean up the bloody mess. A shard from the lamp has 
managed to cut across the boy's right cheekbone. When he is done with 
a carefully placed Band-Aid he sits back on his heels and takes a 
good look at the ruffled brown hair, down to the strangely glowing 
eyes, the thin white shirt over a seemingly thin torso and it hits 
him . 

"I can't believe you're really here," Sirius says in a state of 
disbelief. "Shit! Did I really say all that stuff last night?" 
_Please, say no._ But as Sirius' terrible luck would have it, the boy 
grins . 

"Of course," he replies. Sirius wants to hide somewhere deep 
underground; no seventeen-year old confesses to things like that. "I 
don't mind though; he's been pretty lonely too." That gets Sirius' 
attention . 

"He?" Sirius asks and the boy hums as he points towards 
himself . 



"Remus. That's his name. 


Sirius waits for more but when there is nothing else he raises an 
eyebrow. "Huh? _Your_ name's Remus?" he asks for confirmation, not 
that he needs it; Sirius may be alone but he has no intention of 
befriending someone who seems to be in desperate need of a 
psychiatrist. The boya€"Remusa€" is shaking his head. 

"I don't have a name, Sirius." He looks at Sirius gently before 
continuing, "I'm here because you needed me. Remus is just something 
of a medium, I guess." 

Crazy, this guy is absolute bonkers. 

"Medium, huh?" Sirius asks trying to sound curious as he stands up to 
escape and maybe phone for an ambulance or the police or just someone 
normal. "You into all that psychic stuff?" 

"No. I meant a different kind of medium, Sirius. I'll try to make 
this simple, oka€"" Sirius' gaze snaps towards him. 

"How do you know my name?" Sirius asks, hint of fear creeping through 
his voice. It doesn't go unnoticed as the boy raises his hands in a 
surrendering motion. "Who the hell are you?" 

"I told you, I don't have an actual name. I'm a star," the boy 
replies, sounding annoyed, and then exhales heavily as he eyes Sirius 
warily. "This might be a bit much for you to take in, but trust me 
when I say this. Remember that star you wished upon 

yesterday ?a€"well , not technically a 'star', that's just something 
you humansaC"" 

"Get out!" Sirius finds himself saying with barely controlled rage. 
When the Remus boy tries to continue with his idiotic story Sirius 
grabs his arm in a painful grip. 

"Sirius! You're hurting me," The boy finally cries out with a hint of 
panic in his voice and it grates on Sirius' already frayed nerves, 
pushes him to a point to which he has been well on his way since his 
uncle's death, or maybe even before that. 

"Shut up!" he bites out, "seriously, stop talking. I can see that 
you're kidding around but it's _not_ funny." 

"Sirius, I'm nota€"" 

"Don't say my name!" Sirius shouts and brings up his free hand to ram 
a fist or take a strike at that naA" ve-looking face, but before he 
can decide which the boy suddenly stiffens then goes limp and 
staggers into Sirius. Unthinking, Sirius holds him up by the 
shoulders and shakes the boy to consciousness. Remus groans as if in 
pain and blinks at Sirius' chest. He raises his shaking hands to 
place them against Sirius' side, which does strange things to Sirius' 
insides . 

"What's going on?" Remus looks up at Sirius and from this angle he 
looks down to see that the boy's eyes are not the same anymore. 
"You're S-Sirius, right?" _Holy shit!_ Sirius pushes the boy away as 
he stares at the plain, honey-coloured eyes. 



"Oh my god, I'm going crazy." Sirius steps back and falls back to sit 
on his bed as the edge hits the back of his knees. How has it to 
this? Has Alphard's death hit him that hard? 

"I don't think you are." The reply comes from Remus and Sirius looks 
at him. "But something's definitely going on. There are blanks in my 
memory." Sirius drops his head into the cradle of his hands. 

"Get out of my house, please." Sirius finds that he cannot raise his 
voice to this wide-eyed version of Remus; somehow he looks 
fragile . 

"Ia€"" Remus looks at Sirius and then sighs in defeat, "a€"I'm sorry. 
We don't even know each other and I'm already causing you 
trouble . " 

Sirius watches him straighten his shirt and closes his eyes, trying 
to breathe. The sound of footsteps fades as the other boy makes his 
way out of the room. Sirius decides to make sure that he leaves 
without pulling anything else on him; there's only so much he can 
tolerate . 

"You're really going to throw out this poor boy, Sirius?" Tch. Not 
again. Sure enough, Sirius reaches the main door to see the return of 
the purple-glow-thingy-eyed Remus standing just outside the main 
gate . 

"Yes, " Sirius bites out as he hurries to push the boy out and 
possibly slam the door on his stupid face. What a tosser. 

"Not so different from your parents, after all. Go ahead then," Remus 
says complacently, "he's only had his heart broken, after all. Not 
that you care . " 

Sirius stills with a hand on the handle of the door. "What are you 
talking about?" Fuck! He really needs to tape his own mouth shut; 
half the trouble he gets into is because of this idiotic body part. 
Remus shrugs . 

"Oh, the usual, love-life problems." Remus pauses with a glint in his 
eyes. "His boyfriend decided to break things off to be with a 
womana€"shit ! " He looks irritated for a second before his expression 
changes to one of sorrow. "This is getting really annoying. I'll 
leave now. Thanks a lot for letting me stay with you yesterday, 
Sirius." It's the honey-eyed Remus now and before Sirius can do 
anything, he says a polite good-bye and leaves with hasty steps. 
Sirius stares at the boy's back in bewilderment before shutting the 
door mechanically and finds himself in the dining area where a 
plateful of breakfast sits on the table. A little surprised but 
thankful to Remus for being such a thoughtful guest even if his head 
isn't right, he sits down to eat. 

The smell of egg causes his stomach to growl and wrinkle his nose in 
distaste; he hates sunny side up eggs. 

Half an hour later Sirius finds himself lying down on one of the 
sofas, strangely exhausted, mind full of 'Remus' and a cigarette 
hanging from between his fingers to remove the taste of a perfectly 
round egg yolk. 



2. So, he's not possessed? 

**AN: Here's the second chapter guys. :) Hope you all enjoy!** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>It doesn't have a form to speak of, just a bodya€"something 
tangiblea€"which has kept it going for millions of years. <p> 

"You've been disappearing a lot, B. What's up with that?" Sirius A 
asks curiously. 

"Don't call me that," B grumbles, "Make something up if you must. I 
can't believe those humans couldn't come up with better names." A 
doesn't mind it really; it's easier than when they were both called 
Sirius . 

"Is it to do with that boy?" A doesn't have to say it; they've always 
watched over Sirius Black since he was a pink bundle of tears and 
gurgling laughter. "Must you be playing match-making again? After 
Romulusa€" " 

"That was more than a thousand years ago, " B interrupts and A feels 
what humans would call a 'pout' forming. "Besides, it gets boring 
here sometimes." 

A understands completely; the itch to travel almost goading. But A is 
patient enough to wait for another century or so and B has always 
been a bit too curious about the human world. "The Remus boy is 
troublesome; he seems to have an idea about me." Ah, a rare 
occurrence, but it has happened to many of the others too. 

"Is he? I'm quite sure he feels the same way about you." It's moments 
like these when A wishes they could laugh like humans. "Perhaps you 
should just let him be." 

"Eh? But that's no fun." B states and A can feel the mischief 
returning. "Okay then. I'll be checking on him again." With that the 
dwarf star disappears to find Remus Lupin exiting the lift. 

Tch. Human life is _sooo_ slow. 

00OO00 

Sirius wants to talk to his best friend and he would have if the 
idiot had given a contact number before leaving for a long, 
fun-filled vacation in Ireland. Then there is the fact James 
absolutely _refuses_ to check his mail on holidays. The lazy bum. 

He can't stop thinking about _Remus_. Of course he'd been pranking 
Siriusa€"obviouslya€"but maybe he had just wanted company? Needed it 
like he himself had? He can't stop the image of Remus, leaving, with 
that sorrowful expression on his face, from flashing behind his 
eyelids every time he closes his eyes. Damn it! 

_Maybe I should go, look for hima€"_ No no no no. _No ! Absolutely 
not !_ 


So what if some boy had his heart broken? That doesn't give him the 



right to come and make up unreal stories. But come to think of it, he 
had known things about Siriusa€| 

But really, what was that bit about being a star and all? He lights 
up a cigarette, his third today already. Thankfully his thoughts are 
interrupted by a sudden loud burst of melody and Sirius actually 
bounds up from the sofa to answer the call from Peter. 

"Hello." Sirius smiles into his mobile phone as his friend pelts him 
with questions, sounding worrieda€"_SIRIUS ! How are you? Oh my god! 
Are you eating? I know you loved Alphard, we did too etc. etc._ 

"I'm handling myself just fine, Pete." He really is glad to be 
hearing the familiar voice of somebody he actually likes. "Anyway, 
have you heard from James?" They talk until Peter curses and 
hurriedly whispers something about his date and Sirius bids him 
goodbye, feeling comparatively better than he did this morning. For a 
few minutes that is, until he sees the sun still high in the sky and 
tries to think of something to do with all this free time he 
has . 

_First things first, Sirius. Get the hell off this couch. _ He does, 
even if he's slow and almost unwilling; if he thinks too much the 
start of the new school year seems much too far away. He manages to 
convince himself to summon the lift to his floor and feels his mood 
perk up once he actually puts his helmet on and kick starts his bike 
for a short ride. 

00OO00 

Unreal. This is the worst. 

"It must be fate, after all," Sirius stands helplessly in front of 
the display case showcasing the desserts at _Sweetie Pie_ as Remus in 
all his mischief-filled glory grins at him from behind the counter 
wearing an apron with the shop's monogram on his chest. "What are the 
odds that we'd meet so soon again?" That's exactly what Sirius would 
like to know too; just what kind of luck is at work here? There are 
at least seven billion other people in the world and he has to 
encounter this mad boy? 

"Just hand me my change, will you?" Sirius snaps out impatiently; he 
has always been temperamental, more so when faced with annoying 
characters like this _Remus_. 

"No, " Remus replies and crosses his arms over his chest, "not unless 
you take me out for dinner, Sirius." Eh? It hasn't even been twenty 
four hours and Sirius is sure he is going to be stuck with a 
perma-surprised face, not a good look on him or anybody 
really . 

"What the fuck?" Sirius exclaims and he can feel the two perky girls 
scowling at his general direction from beside him. "Stop fucking 
around with me, don't piss me off." Sirius isn't actually immature, 
at least he tries not to be. Sometimes he just can't help his foul 
mouthed attitude from showing up, more so when he is completely on 
his own. 


"Language, Sirius, " Remus chastises him and turns to the girls with 
an innocent expression. "Look at his face, would I be kidding around 



about wanting to go out with him?" The girls laugh in surprise as 
they look at Sirius while Remus picks out the decorated cakes and 
completes their order. They wave at the brown-haired boy and leave. 
Sirius is once again reaching the end of his patience. 

"Anger leads to high blood pressure, you know. I don't want to have 
to take you to the hospital, Sirius, it really tends to take the fun 
out of a date." Remus packs up Sirius' order and counts out the 
change . 

"Stop calling me 'Sirius'," Sirius grumbles, trying to remain civil; 
the boy is finally finishing up his order. Remus looks at him in the 
middle of counting. 

"That is your name, isn't it? Or could it be that you want a 
nickname? " 

"I don't!" Sirius growls out in reply, "and stop wasting my time, 
can't you go annoy someone else with those idiotic stories of yours?" 
The Remus boy's face actually lights up at that. 

"Aha! So you were paying attention to all that, were you?" He rubs 
his hands against his apron and takes it off. "Here, I'll give it 
back to you once we have dinner. Honestly, this is one of the worst 
parts of being in the human world." Really? Sirius decides to play 
along until he can get his hands on that change of seventeen pounds 
that has now found a home in Remus' pocket. It's not that Sirius 
worries about money, the situation just demands that he take back 
that little bundle of paper and coins calling out to him from the 
other boy's pocket. 

"I would have thought the human world itself would be a nuisance to 
someone like you, " Sirius tells him as he picks up the bag and 
graciously motions for Remus to leave before him. "I'm right behind 
you." Remus smiles at him in surprise. 

"Now, that's more like the charming Sirius I know." He falls into 
step _beside_ Sirius and curls an arm around the elbow of his free 
hand. Ugh! "I meant the sensation of hunger. I don't need to eat, you 
know. It's just that Remus is practically starving and this kind of 
thing actually affects me while I'm inside a human." There it is 
again . 

"You really don't know when to stop, do you?" Sirius asks almost 
resignedly and tries to shake off the hand. "Let go, will you? We're 
in public." The other boy chuckles at that. 

"Since when do you care about what people think of you? You probably 
won't ever see these people again, Sirius." 

Sirius can feel his left eye twitching. "That's what I thought about 
you and look where we are." 

"Cosmos, " Remus exclaims as he abruptly stops beneath the shape of a 
martini glass outlined with neon lights, causing Sirius to stumble. 
"It looks like a restaurant." Remus presses his nose to the black 
window. Sirius pulls him away hurriedly just as a middle-aged man 
brushes past them to enter the bar. He pauses at the door and asks 
them to join him for a drink but Sirius is already tugging Remus away 
by his collar. 



"What are you doing, Sirius?" Remus cries out in disbelief, "That man 
was being nice enoughaC"" 

"a€"to eat you up, I'm sure." Sirius rolls his eyes as he releases 
Remus' shirt. "That's not the kind of place we want to go to, idiot." 
Remus looks indignant and slightly haughty. 

"I'm not an idiot, don't call your namesake an idiot," Remus huffs 
and Sirius blinks. 

"Namesake? " 

"Why do you think I'm down here with you? I'm one of the Sirius 
stars, the one you uncreative humans named 'Sirius B'." He says all 
of this with such earnestness and excitement lighting his purple eyes 
that Sirius almost wants to believe him for a second. 

_I'm talking to the real, actual Sirius. Imagine telling James about 
this._ Sirius laughs out loud but stops when the other just looks 
back at him, mouth in a tight line. 

"You don't believe me, do you?" The pained expression takes Sirius 
aback but the other is talking again. "It's not like we asked for 
thisa€"all these feelings and alla€"damn it! I don't want to eat 
anymore." The growl from his stomach belies his words and Sirius 
frowns . 

"Okay, I hear you, I do. But Remus here needs to, so do you think you 
could justa€"" he waves his hand looking for the right word, 

"a€"leave his body for a while?" No sooner his words leave his mouth, 
the other boy stiffens and blinks as he focuses on Sirius. His human 
eyes send a chill up Sirius' spine; maybe this is a bad idea, even he 
knows that something is definitely going on here. Demons? They 
certainly make more sense than the Sirius B thingaC" 

What the hell? Sirius tries not to panic as the other boy pats his 
own hair and looks at Sirius with a slight blush which an irrational 
part of him finds very attractive. 

"D-do youa€"is Chinese alright with you?" Sirius manages to ask and 
the other boy nods. They walk in silence with Sirius leading, his 
back taut. Remus clears his throat. 

"I'm not quite sure what's happening to me, but thank you for putting 
up with it. Maybe I should go to a doctor." 

Sirius agrees wholeheartedly, this is starting to look like a case of 
Multiple Personality Disorder as far as he can tell, even though what 
he knows of it is from documentaries. Apart from the eye changing 
phenomenon . 

"It's not like you can visit one now," Sirius tells him and is 
relieved when they reach the designated restaurant. Once they have 
ordered there isn't anything to actually talk about mainly because 
Remus insists on keeping his eyes downward at his lap and Sirius 
sneaks glances at him. He can't stand the silence and licks his 
lips . 

"So, you seem to know quite a bit about me, " he states as 



nonchalantly as possible and even smiles for assurance but it doesn't 
seem to work, judging by Remus' expression. "How'd you do that? Stalk 
me?" 


"Erra€"Ia€"no. No, I haven't. I hadn't even met you until last night 
and I have no idea how I got there in the first place." This Remus is 
really good with his expressions and all, Sirius is amazed actually; 
this guy's lying skills can put his mother's to shame. 

"Haha, you know you can stop that, I don't care all that much to be 

honest." Sirius leans forward feeling strangely bold. "So why did you 

do it? You had a crush on me? Or maybe I looked like your ex, was 

that it?" He watches Remus gulp and the movement of his Adam's 
apple . 

"I'm telling you, it's not like that." Remus looks unsure but then 
takes a deep breath. "How did you know about my ex? Did I tell you 
that ? " 

"Yes," Sirius answers simply. Remus drums his fingers on the table 
top after that, looking lost in serious thinking and Sirius looks at 
the boy. In all honesty, if the boy had been normal Sirius would have 
jumped into bed with him already; he is not pretty like Sirius, not 
all sharp-featured like James either but there's a certain aura of 
fragility around him that Sirius is sure no manly man can ignore. He 
himself is very much a manly man. 

"I've got it!" Remus suddenly says with a serious look in his eyes 
and he reaches out to lean forward on his seat. "I'm being possessed, 
you need to help exorcise the demon out of me." Sirius wonders if the 
guy can read his mind. 

"Me? Can't you get a friend to help you out?" The big-eyed look Remus 
gives him has Sirius giving in before he even says _'Fine, fine. I'll 
do it . 

He explains what Remus has been doing under the influence of the 
'demon' and soon finds himself accompanying the brown-haired boy 
directing him to a Psychic shop run by a crazy, old lady who calls 
herself Madame Trelawney. 

It takes a lot of coaxing and charming the lady inside the foggy 
room, heavy with the fumes of incense, into performing an exorcism 
ritual - and only after they've been forced to have their fortunes 
told. For someone who kept refusing their request for over twenty 
minutes on the pretext that she _'no longer takes part in connecting 
with the other realm'_, the lady definitely looks far too 
enthusiastic as she instructs Sirius to tie Remus to the chair he is 
sitting on. 

Remus turns to smirk at Sirius. "This would be kind of kinky in any 
other situation." 

Sirius has to double-check to make sure that it's still the normal 
Remus but can't help a small laugh at his words. 

"Is that the kind of thing you're into?" Honestly, how can someone be 
so complacent when they're well aware of being possessed and are 
about to face an exorcism? Sirius has only seen this ritual performed 
once on Aunt Druella and it hadn't been pretty. The heavy mist and 



the lady with her jingling jewellery waving her hand over an old 
looking tome forces him to be hyper-aware of everything. And scared, 
even if he doesn't want to admit it. 

"Don't you could help me find out," Remus suggests in a whisper and 
tilts his head towards Sirius' ears above as if sharing a secret. 
"You're very pretty, you know." 

Sirius definitely doesn't blush and he is ready to give a piece of 
his mind to the boy but Trelawney hisses at him to be quiet. 

"I can't believe that didn't work," Remus doesn't quite whine but he 
sounds annoyed all the same. Sirius doesn't know what to feel; he is 
utterly exhausted. 

"Maybe you can find something in that book of yours, " He refers to 
the thin book that is falling aparta€"a parting gift from Madame 
Trelawney. A bribe is more like it, Sirius thinks with a roll of his 
eyes; she just doesn't want word of her inability to exorcise a poor, 
young boy suffering from demonic possession to get out. 

"Yeah, I guess, " Remus seems to cheer up, "thanks a lot for hanging 
out today, I had a good time." 

"Liar, " Sirius says easily and hastens to continue when Remus looks 
struck, "I mean it wasn't even you in there half the time and I'm not 
exactly at my best." He feels strangely lost for words as Remus 
continues to look at him from the corner of his eyes as they keep 
walking towards Alphard's residence. "I'm a lot more fun, usually." 

He expects Remus to politely agree but definitely not his 
reply . 

"Then we should definitely see each other again, I could use some of 
that _fun_ and you want some company, right?" Remus' expectant look 
makes him smile and he doesn't really need to agree but it's not like 
he has other things to do anda€" 

"Ah, sorry, I did it again. I've been told that I'm very 
straightforward." Someone should tell Remus that the forced lightness 
in his tone is really too obvious; Sirius is starting to realise that 
Remus may be an actual honest person. 

"No, you're right. Give me your number and we can plan something, 

yeah?" Remus tries hard to hide a smile as he exchanges numbers with 

Sirius. Sirius is tapping away at his phone when he feels warm 
fingers brush against his cheek and his gaze snaps towards the other 
boy . 

"You're very kind, Sirius. I've never met someone like you." Sirius 

doesn't know if he should thank Remus for the complimenta€"it was a 

compliment, right ?a€"so he just finishes saving Remus' number. 

"Hey, Sirius, take care of yourself." Remus pats his shoulder lightly 
as they part ways. By the time Sirius' head hits his pillow, he 
vaguely realises that he hasn't thought of Alphard for almost the 
entirety of the day. Strange, really, but not unwelcome. 


3. Having a Sirius to Sirius talk 



**AN:The third installment! Do drop a review if you can, they always 
encourage a writer. :)** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>If stars could cry then that's what Sirius B would be doing right 
now. Things had been so much easier when they hadn't picked up on 
things like feelings but years of exposing oneself to humans who 
<em>feel<em> so much has had its effects. It's not all bad, the trick 
is to leave before things get intense or they will all end up like 
Regulus, still morose over Regulus Black's untimely death; it's 
always hard when it concerns their namesake. 

"So stupid, that Sirius. He doesn't believe in us, does he? Doesn't 
even care, the prat." A reaches out to metaphorically comfort its 
partner . 

"He's only human. Come on now, it's not like you to give up." 

"Don't encourage the idiot." Of course, their neighboursa€"who 
affectionately proclaim to be _Orion's children_a€"cannot keep to 
themselves . 

"Stop with that word. You're right. A." But this only causes the 
others' overlapping communication to turn into a garble. 

"It's not a good idea, getting so close to one human." "Should you 
really be visiting that place so much?" "That boy obviously has no 
romantic bone in him, what a waste." "Sirius B, you're really 
tooa€"" 

"Enough! I've every right to help Sirius recover from his slump." 

With that B ignores them and departs for Earth. 

00OO00 

Sirius wakes up to an incessant ringing in his ears. It takes him 
three seconds to realise that it's the doorbell. Whoever it is 
obviously doesn't know what a cranky bastard he can be when woken up 
as early asa€"he looks at the clocka€"9:24 A.M during holidays. He 
pads out of bed and shouts at the door to let whoever is on the other 
side to know that he is coming, damn it! Don't break the 
bell ! '_ 

"Are you stupid?" Sirius asks without looking as he rubs his head, 
"youa€"Remus ? " It takes him a few seconds to process that the boy 
standing in front of him is not the sweet one from last night. He 
yelps and then holds out a hand defensively; he is ready for 
this . 

"Exorciso te, omnis spiritusaC"" 

"What are you doing?" Remus interrupts and Sirius almost 
flinches . 

"It's not working?" Sirius glares at the boy staring at him with his 
purple eyes. "Leave Remus right now, he doesn't deserve this; he's a 
nice guy. Find someone else to possess." For a second Sirius thinks 
that it works but then Remus laughs too loudly and steps forward to 
enter Sirius' house, past the line of salt at his threshold. 



Unscathed ! 


"You're not going to give up, are you?" Remus sighs and then holds up 
the thin book from Madame Trelawney. "Your boyfriend was up all night 
reading up on this. Go on, take a look." Sirius opens his mouth to 
comment on the 'boyfriend' but seeing the words _' Stellar possession 
(case study #1) '_, reaches out and snatches the book. 

"No way." Sirius understands enough to know what the title is 
referring to. He reads every linea€"_Romulus Blanco's is one of the 
rare cases where the human is under the influence of a star, usually 
one they are born under... the phenomenon is quite like the more 
commonly occurring demonic possession but so far the effects have not 
been disastrousa€ |_a€" while the other boy is fidgeting on the sofa 
opposite and humming a tune. There are pencilled ticks on the list of 
symptoms of such possession, and although rare, it doesn't seem 
impossible. Sirius drops the book and he looks at the other boy who 
smiles at him in what is probably a gentle expression, but something 
is wrong with it, it's as though he doesn't know how to express his 
feelings . 

"Are you okay?" 

"I will be, I guess." Sirius takes it in stride quite quickly. Seeing 
is believing, isn't it? All that aside, he needs coffee and a 
cigarette; in that order. After that it's surprisingly easy to talk 
to Remus who seems to be constantly chattering and answering all of 
Sirius' questions willingly. 

"I've never been opposed to supernaturalism, I guess. I just needed 
something concrete, that's all." And it really is all Sirius needs to 
believe, this Remusa€"slasha€"Sirius star being in front of him 
although it is odd to see two such different personalities in one 
person. Unfortunately, the star-boy takes this as cue to make himself 
at home as he plops down on the sofa. 

"Can I come here whenever Remus' shift is over? But I'll have to 
leave every night." He informs Sirius matter-of-fact ly . 

"Why would you want to come here?" Sirius asks because really, so far 
he has just behaved like a typical teenagera€"moody, sullen and other 
boy grins mischievously. 

"Come on, I promise it will be fun." And there's the magic word and 
Sirius relents. 

"Fine, just don't make a mess of things here." 

"Okay," the other boy agrees, "hey, Sirius, make me something to eat; 
Remus is hungry." Sirius stares at him for a long moment and shakes 
his head; this is going to take time to get used to. 

"You have to stop speaking like that, it's confusing." Remus seems to 
think on it for a bit and then makes a thumbs-up motion. 

"Okay. I want to eat ice cream." 

"I can't make ice cream," Sirius informs the boy and then sighs 
irritably. "Why don't I make you whatever I'll have and you can watch 
TV in the meantime." He turns the TV on and makes his way to the 



bathroom . 


"Where are you going?" the star-boy asks curiously, "can I come with 
you? " 

"No!" Sirius answers exasperatedly . 

That's how Sirius finds himself in the company of a star-boy living 
in the body of Remus Lupin. 

00OO00 

Remus feels his consciousness returning as the other entity departs 
from his body. It takes a few seconds for him to shake off the haze 
the experience leaves behind, and he realises that there are still 
two hours until his shift is over. He tries not to feel disappointed; 
he had really wanted to talk to Sirius again. 

"a€"Remus. Remus? It's definitely a new guy, isn't it?" Lily Evans's 
voice interrupts his thoughts and she looks angry enough for him to 
understand that she has been trying to get his attention for some 
time now. She blinks at him and frowns. "Your eyesa€ | never mind. Who 
is it this time?" Remus blushes against his will. 

"It's not like that." He resumes sweeping the floor behind the 
display case. "I'm not looking for a boyfriend so soon, what kind of 
a person do you think I am?" 

"The kind who can't keep his hands off every good-looking bloke he 
encounters." It's not really like that at all but he can't help 
laughing and she smiles to ease the rebuke; they aren't exactly 
friends yet but Remus can see them getting along well in the future. 
He likes her directness. 

"Well, as long as you don't come on to me, it's all good. By the way, 
how is your grandma doing?" Remus' hands tighten around the handle of 
the brush. 

"She's got a fever again today. I'll have to buy her medicine on the 
way home." Lily nods and they set off after saying their good-byes to 
Alice and Benjy taking over the night shift. They pass by Madame 
Trelawney's shop but for the first time Remus actually spares it a 
long glance and thinks of Sirius again. It is a lot like being under 
a spell where Remus is constantly in and out of consciousness, the 
latter being the case for the most part but he can sometimes glimpse 
through the star's thoughts and know exactly how Sirius looks when he 
laughs at someone who is not exactly Remus. Somewhere along the line 
Sirius has started getting along with the star within Remus; it's a 
weird feeling. 

_A truly out-of-body experience within one's own body?_ Stranger than 
fiction, that's his life, all right. 

It isn't that Remus believes everyone in the world is out to get him, 
but truly kind people are rare. Sirius happens to be one of them, 
Remus can feel it, the same sort of concern and soothing presence mum 
used to have and it entrances him to a point where he no longer wants 
to be okay with being alone. 

_I'm not alone, I've got Gran._ He feels guilty and then pushes it 



away as he covers up any signs of distress on his face. Gran is lying 
on her bed, knitting despite Remus' constant warnings about her 
arthritis acting up when he reaches home to the smell of cooked 
dinner. She smiles at him and sets her unfinished project aside as 
Remus readies her wheelchair. Remus used to be constantly amazed by 
her strength at her age. She used to rebuke him for fussing over her 
but he refuses not to help her into her chair. She is the only 
connection to his parents left for him to treasure and cherish. 

"A boy came looking for you today," Gran tells Remus at dinner. "He 
came back to return some books of yours. Such a handsome boy; you've 
obviously inherited that charisma from our side." Remus doesn't 
begrudge his gran the entertainment she gets out of his 
'friendships'; he doesn't tell her the truth. 

Remus doesn't think there's anything wrong with his sleeping around; 
he just gives a helping hand to the boys who come on to him, quite 
literally. But trying to explain to Gran that his 'friends' are 
equivalent of what adults call 'sex-buddies' would no doubt be 
awkward. Very very awkward, indeed. 

He just doesn't know how to say 'no'. Just like he won't be saying 
_'no'_ to Rosier when he meets him tonight at his flat; he did see 
the _'Back home and parents are away for the week. Wanna come over?'_ 
on that green post-it stuck to the last page of _'Peril at End 
House '_. 

00OO00 

"Thank goodness, you're laughing again; you really are better this 
way . " 

Sirius has to agree, he hasn't felt this good in ages. He 
begrudgingly admits that once Remus, the star-boy calms down he can 
actually be _nice_ and honestly, he is grateful beyond words for the 
constant company. It is almost like having James around. 

He's known the energetic star for a mere span of six days but within 
that he has requested a€" _forced actually_a€"Sirius to take him to 
an amusement park, all four ice cream parlours within their reach, 
throw eggs at unsuspecting cars while urging him to ride his bike 
faster and f astera€"although he complains about it never being fast 
enougha€"and talk about history and all that he knows about humans. 
It's all pretty juvenile, but Sirius realises that he has never 
really done much of 'normal' activities; they were never up to his 
mother's standards. 

Then Regulus died and everything started falling apart. 

Then he lost his only family that actually cared so wholeheartedly 
about what he wants and who he wants and things had never looked 
bleaker than a fortnight ago. 

Then Remus came along and everything seems brighter, livelier; Sirius 
is starting to remember that he can make it through his uncle's 
death. He isn't alone, he's never been alone. 

"We take care of our own, Sirius; I couldn't let you go on the way 
you were." Remus had entwined their fingers with a smile that had 
caused his heart to strangely skip a beata€"he has got better at 



showing expressions. His guardian angela€ | sort of. 


Tonight is the first time the star meets him after sunset, so far 
Remus had always left for tutoring someone and Sirius Ba€"it feels 
strange to think of him that waya€"has always left for the sky. "I 
want to show you something." With that he drags Sirius to the 
clearing where they had first met and he talks about his 'family' and 
' friends ' . 

"Those are the nosy ones on Orion's belt, can't have a moment of 
peace with them around." Sirius finally asks him what he has wanted 
to know since he found out the truth. Why him and not someone else? 

To which Remus just repeats his words. 

"I told you, over the years we've become strangely attached to the 
humans who share our names. It's not the first time, you know. Others 
like me are always helping out humans cope with things, it's just 
that most of them don't realise it or forget or don't understand 
everything." That makes sense to Sirius, in some haphazard way. 

"Why did you choose Remus though, wouldn't it make more sense to take 
my body?" Remus shakes his head at that. 

"You needed someone, a companion." He looks a little hesitant before 
answering slowly. "Remus was nearby, it was a coincidence, to be 
honest. Besides people like him are the easiest; they're so focused 
on running away from their troubles that they don't notice something 
is amiss until you've already taken them over." He pauses to push 
away Sirius' hair and tuck it behind his ears which the tips of which 
blush at the contact. "Maybe I should stop, though, Remus is starting 
to get annoyed. He really wants to talk to you." That surprises and 
warms Sirius a little, it's not as if he's known the other boy for 
more than a few hours . 

"I like him but right now I want to talk to _you__. Don't go." He 
tells Remus and the star-boy looks stunned but smiles widely. 

"I'll be right here, I like it here." He says almost to himself and 
Sirius wants to ask why he suddenly has that sombre expression. "I've 
become a bit impulsive lately, I think it's because I'm nearing my 
time." It takes a few seconds to understand what he means and for 
some reason Sirius' heart clenches in his chest at the thought of the 
star's death. Remus seems to notice it though because he laughs. 
"Don't worry about it, you won't even be around to see that kind of 
thing . " 

"That's good," Sirius replies meaningfully; he really wants the star 
to be by his side for as long as possible. Strange as it may be, 
being with the star makes him feel like he belongs somewhere, almost 
like family. It's a warm feeling Sirius has missed. 

Parting ways that night is quite hard, Sirius wants to ask Remus to 
stay over with him but the star-boy gives him a pitying glance and 
walks away towards the real Remus' house. He doesn't understand the 
look . 


End 
f ile . 



